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CAN I come? Can I come? Will you let me? The
priests are singing, ah-so, ah-so, they make a sound
in your head, singing up and down, ah-so, ah-so, like
the noise that comes in your head when the smoke is
thick, choking you. Before - before the fire - you get
that dinning, singing, all through your body. Can I
come? It is making a noise in your head like it made
in mine - last time. Oh stranger, I am so unhappy!

You are not afraid, are you? There is nothing to
be afraid of. I am only a little ghost, I can't hurt you.
I would never have hurt you when I was alive: why
should I now? Please let me come! You need not
think it is me, say it is only your own story-telling,
you to yourself, and the noise the priests make singing
ah-so, ah-so, ah-so. It makes you feel stiff and your
hands tingle. But I will not hurt you, nor stay long,
stranger - friend! Oh, you will let me come!

You know now, I am quite young, younger than
you. But you don't know if I am a boy or a girl
Oh, you have guessed wrong! Of course I was a girl!
But then I was never quite grown-up. I wanted to
be, I wanted to be a woman like you are; but it all